i8ss]       A MISTAKE IN THE  TIMES      '.   205

loading of transports in which the danger of spon-
taneous combustion was pointed out, and the conse-
quent explosion of shells. The article gave intense -
satisfaction, inasmuch as the cocked hats were able to
enjoy themselves intensely at the error of supposing
that shells are charged when they are sent out; the
fact being that the powder and fuses are not put in
generally till the shells are required in battery. . . .
It is very hard to get matter to write concerning the
siege, for really there is nothing doing. I have been
twice in the trenches and the batteries within the
week, and really I would recommend anyone who
wants peace and quietness to leave London and come
over to our traverses. The Russians and French,
however, pound at each other night and day. I am
getting quite used up, sick and seedy, and suffering
terribly from nostalgia. The iron house is splendid.
I am installed in great comfort, and I am making it
so comfortable that I hope to induce some vagabond
or other to do me the honour of coming up to the front
to wait upon me.

" Yours very sincerely and faithfully always,

"W. H. RUSSELL/'

About this time Russell began to see something of
Alexis Soyer, the chef, whose singular career has been
recorded in more than one book. Born at Meaux, in
1809, he was trained as a choir boy at the Cathedral.
But though his parents supposed that he would become
a priest, his inclinations lay, oddly enough, towards
cookery; he put himself through a systematic course
and became cook in several well-known restaurants in
France. Only once did he seriously waver from the
way of life he had so resolutely imagined for himself,
and that was when he became conscious that his voice
and dramatic talents promised him a successful career
on the stage. On reflection, however, he preferred to
become the most famous cook in France. After being
nearly murdered in Prince Polignac's house in 1830,